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VEXATION 


BY ANDREW PRICE 


Behold, all is vanity and vexation of spirit."-Ecclesiastes 1:14 


A Diatribe 

Strainrer. see that skI that's creeping' on that lilt of ariotent wallY 
That’s what marksth' place of standlUK of my «ild ancestral liall. 

Old enoiijfh It looks now in this modernday and year, 
hut It was the f(»nrth niy race built dating; frutn the pioneer 

Yes. since my roving forbears with Indomitable wills, 

Made unlawful entry In this hollow of the hills, 

Land that the warlike lr« ijiiols held sarrred from the real, 

All of the Western Waters from the Allegheny crest: 

iHifying royal proolamationa to return and leave It all: 

Molding title by the power to direct a rifle ball: 

Molding on In spite of /varwhoop and savage Indian foes, 

I'ntn the time had ripetted and America arose 

And fought the llevulution, and sounded far and near 
'That the Waiahawk p.»BNe.SKion had become a title clear! 






When the b«)nes »f liradthKik’i* eoldlerN whiletied In the hun and rain. 
My nursed his rlHe as he watched his rIpenInK K^ain. 

They Imve built a modern city wliere tiie wild deer used to come. 
Tliroutfli the forest’s fringes you can liear the traffic lium. 

I have played my part in buildintf that sopldsticated place: 

1 liave stood for modern prt»Kress. Joinini; In the dollar cIj is®: 

Hut tlie frost of many winters left its markln^^ on my brow, 

Tlie sands of lime are runniuK low, and now, 

1 have come to wlierea man may whisper to a friend: 

The world tliat was lias ciianKcd for me for 1 can see the end! 

And 1 wantto here set downsonie thouglits tliat are vouelisafed to me. 
Taking stock of a few vain things in a world that was t<j be. 

1 have seen some of the marvels that Tennyson portrays. 

Heard the drumming of U)e motordrifling throiiglithe upper iiaze: 

Leaned upon my hoe attracted by tlie clamor In the sky, 

Seen the idler in his ain>hip sail magniticeiitly by; 

Turned again to dig and labor in a field where weeds were rife. 

Working out a mystery great>er: Tliat of life consuming life. 

1 have known young men of promise, living 'm tlie wings of chance. 
Crashing down like broken vessels on the bloody fields of Frances. 

lliave seen an Ideal stifled by the cautious, midget mind. 

Old and selfish, half-dead, hardened, cribbed, and cabined, and confined. 

1 haveseen the millions slaughtered on an Issue lialf divine. 

1 have seen tlielr efforts wasted by political design, 

And a fretful realm has sacrificed a place supremely high. 

In a way so crude and sordid, it has (xlor* of the sty. 

All our planning, all our fighting, ah our precious, gallant dead 
All our treasure, all our anguish, nearly all of life is sped, 

Sacrificed upon a Molocli of the cruel greed of Trade, 

The canker in the vitals of a nation unafraid 

We liave sinned the sin of Israel, played a still necked peop'e's part- 
Ileeded not the admonition of an humble, contrite heart. 

in the tierce, wild, money madness, aged, dying mortals writhe- 
The pulpits prattle sweetly to the music of tlie lithe. 

Money changers in the teirple.s. woIMlke traders in the mart. 

Crime Irlumphaut in the highways, money lust in every lieart,— 

Naught suffices, ail our blessings, di-connted ere Uiev come. 

1 outh, snarling and uppish, every natural feeling dumb. 

l^Td, regard tliy people! Restore the ancient ways. 

Clve us faith and wonder, grant us simpler, better days, 









i. 


i; 



I rutlj, iiHiiinlry, iintiur, aiidMiiiir litiyn |f«i hy 
(ilve UN pe»ce and Nave un. and help um to live Wnlle. 


(:an it Iw the eatue riilea govern now as when | waa a yoiilhy 
l>ay and nltiht the (jiient eludes me, me. a aeanMier after truth. 

Ilaa the world Rtiwumbed bo madtn)«, Kone U> ruin anddeeay? 
Or am J tilled wllh aadne^s, and have had my llbtle dayy 

In tile copieN of the nlnetlesof my paper can he seen. 

A positive prediction of a worlfl war in fourteen: 

Let us hope the hlessln^ of that warnlnj{ will arrive; 

'J hat the curm^ shall spend ils power by the year of twenly-fl ve. 


J he vv<*rld looks fretler to me In every way Nave rest: 
for hell has made Its harlioiir In themrsiern mortal’s breast. 
T)je i.hin veneer of culture hides the horror no one sees, 
i he strenjfth to keep ft hidden, Is prayed for on tlie knees. 


The day of vain endeavour, the day when sinners roam. 

Seeking pleasure, I’leasure calling, finds that they are not at Inme. 


Woman once a slave andciiattel knows no such wort! as awe 
Kach one demands a chariot, walking is against the Uw. 


And higher ediicati >n, kn >w you what that fraud is w irth? 

( ollege spews them learned and barren on an unsu.epecting earth. 


Such hands as held the war horse, smelling hitti<' fron afar, 
Now guide the nolsaless prrrgress of an easy ridlog car. 

Tlje wisdom of our statuses, conceived In truth and rlgiit. 
Lend themse.ves bo Avarice, and deeds as dark as night: 


A breed of grasping monsters, who know not theirs from thine. 
WlWi manners of the vulture, dlsp'jsltlons of the swine: 


Touch naught of theirs. In these modern tentsof f>)re. 
*i lie blackness of tiie darkness. U theirs forevermore 


And far heh/w tlu^e levels are the pred 4t<»r> h -rdes 
Of those who Covet, scowling, leaning on tljelr nakel sw »r h. 

NervexJ to spring to battle. They known no fear nor dread, 

Tiielr fate could not be worsted In the shambles of the de ad. 

Kellgious thought to desperate souls affords a ray of light: 

See Matthew ten verse tiilrty-nine. ft read tiie w^rdsarlght: 

(Kor whoBf*ever will save his life shall lose It; 

And who^^«^ver will l.^hie life for my ssice shill rtni it 

The vain pursuit of pleasure descroy.s an I d -mi ♦ at length 
Tru,t in U»e Lord of Hosts; They go fr..m strength t. strengtf. 

Let roe speak to you of Alc-hoi. the proh ero if tin time. 
Identical with ruin, the a^ viclate of crime; 





Th««mnuon fur.u the l<url.« Uk. 

A demon that pretamJa to be. benignant Avatar. 

Mad Hr^nlr A fflW shoft yBIffi &tfO, r6Sliltant of llf6 i 
LlvJhalf their lives befuddled, and «ent shoiitlnK to the tom 

I>ebaKed. blear-eyed, drugged anddelmuehed. the drunUart s-Hl.len trend 
Moved sober men to drastic laws, tbe nation s curse I*, end. 

There was a time when ifllt and pomp, allayed the vletinrs 

The vice was licensed, good men drank, and drilled, years and >eara, 

The times have changed, dirt and disease attend the stealthy means. 

A hidden den. a flickering light, and death beljlnd the scenes 

The furtive air. the desperate glee,—they indicate the strain. 

The features of a drunkard might well have startled Cain. 

These bitter men are In revolt, tliey argue they have cause 
F«. r systematic treason and detiance ol the laws. 

Observe they mingle mainly with those of their own class. 

Their sophistry supporlcd by Uie mi/uthlngs of tlie asa. 

Tlielr doctrines are the products of a changed and ruioeit mind: 

Who would trust the eyesight, or be guided by the blind? 

And what of those who pander to the solitary vIcl? 

Their powers of salesmanship would serve to sell tite lousy lice. 

They judged a bet that moonshine would uutstlnk a skunk, one diy. 
The pole-cat smelled the moonshine ana then it swooned away. 

The graves hold many secrets of the horrors of .strong drink, 

Hut human wrecks and ruins even made bar-tenders shrink 

Those feeble minded servantsselling drinks across tlie bar 
Havegllmpsed Uie tortured spirit, the lost and wauderl-ig star, 

And shoved the bottle forward with a hellish, detached air 
Like minor tiends might serve lost souls in Torment and Despair. 

A most Insidious poison ! Why aliould a rotted gut 
He cause of e.Tultatlon, or make the patient strut? 

Hersonal liberty. Their Fetish! That Is their j .y and pride- 
The school to which such men belong holds briefs^ur suicide' 

No small part of the tangle, the otticlal missing-llnk 

Who raids the local pigsear to consume the stl^k of drink 

Who can judge the Issue, or use his commonsense 

With the appalling squealing of the pigs caught in the fence? 

They beat us when w^feiurnorirwasa’dlr^^^ Trlck"'^^ ««renotsick 

And so they shout and bicker and iirr.o 

An- .,e„ . 





. * M 11 ls»not more iht less, 

r«d^me„t, and condemned to r.^hteoueneas, 

1 „.ve wandered through the cities, seen ‘he 

Moved by studied tides of passion by the evilly inclined, 

seen Uiwns draw as to a vortex more than half the human race; 

Seen the rat-look form and tii itself upon the urban fate. 

Ureed looks through the windows of the avaricious so«l. 

As tlieysliape the markets, cutting down the farmer s dole. 

They have enslaved the farmer by luring him to debt. 

The limbs refused the belly food, a lesson they forget. 


Two years of storm and stress is used to market one fat tup. 

The city men get more than half for cutting of him up. 

The time has come the farmer feels, the strain, the breaking point, 
He knows the evil of the day, the times are out of joint. 


The years of no reward will pass, the fields will fallow lie- 
The greedy cities then too late will hear the hunger cry 

History repeats itself. The Beign of Terror dread, 

Was iiotliing more nor less the lack and need and howl for bread. 


You call men great who govern us by grace of midget votes. 

You do not see the larnlsli on the tinsel of their coats. 

O, well, we all liold seeds of death, are measure! for our slirouds; 
•Not in our time, O Lord,” we pray, affrighted at the clouds. 


Now 1 have done. 1 know not wliy I wasted time and ink, 

The Zone of Fracture sliook Japan, but made no nation tlilnk. 


All 1 am sure of is that work is more than half divine, 
With work life is endurable, existence made more tine. 


Genius, he who has it, may find tliat It is plain. 

Is infinite capacity fur giving otliers pain. 

And so good bye. Gt>d bless you, as on you groping go. 
For 1 laydown my torture pen to find peace in a lioe 


